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« Pjerides ! vos hæc facietis maxima Gallo, | : EE Eh 
2 Gallo, cujus amor tantum mihi creſcit in horas Rt | 
&« Quantum vere novo viridis ſe ſubjicit alnus.“ 
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FRIEND at ROME, 
| 'ER ſince, my Lalius; with reluctant hand 
FE Parting, I left thee on the loneſome rand | 
Where Dover his proud cliff tremendous rears, 
Nor the worſt pow'r of angry Neptune fears; * 
Pleas'd I engrave upon this faithful aun | 
The ſpotleſs image of thy fair deſert. 
When far from Britain, from thoſe joys remov d, 
That converſe, that ſociety you lov'd ; 
When thy dear country truſts thee from her arms, 
Lur'd by the rich diſplay of. foreign charms ; 
n | Still 


—— — 


Still with the hope, that when thy ſearch is o'er, 
T hy, native Britain will delight the more; 
Say, when theſe thoughts engage, the penſive mind, 
What cure to ſooth thy abſence ſhall I find ? 
Verſe yet remains—indulge it's genial pow'r— 
Bleſt ſource of comfort in a vacant hour! 
When the dull day drags heavily along, 
But for the-tuneful eloquence « of ſong: r 

Oft has the muſe, by ſolemn grief inſpir d, 


To contemplation's ſob rer walk retir d; 


Eſcap'd from erouds, whers tinſel d coxpdmbs longs, 
To meditate for faded worth the ſong 
Mourn'd for the young, the virtuons, Ga b 
Bnatch' d in their bloom to an untimely grave: 
Torn from a nation's with; a parent's beaſt, Bal 
And 'midſt the wreck of ſlaughter candy left.??? off V 
Such tribute, Mitbns, to your Wolfe and Howe, ; | 
For ever ſhall a grateful lind beſtow : 2 
A land more proud of nocht ier iout birt: a 1 af 
| Than boundleſs empire ot * of N | 
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Sometimes 


71 
Sometimes the ſtateſman's glorious toils I ſing, 
Striving to ſoar upon à loftier win; 
To paint the dangers, that 1 in dreadful train 
Hung gath'ring, till ev'n bright-ey d bope was vain. 
No common aids our bleeding cou ntry Tught, 
Juſt to the deſp'rate verge of 1 ruin brought: 7 
When, Palinurus, thy ſuperior care 
Reſtor'd ſweet hope, and baniſh'd wild deſpair. 
Yet there are thoſe, who feel a ſecret | joy, 
Their pens in baſe detraction to employ. | 
With theſe, thy deep and penetrating mind, 
The plans thy matchleſs policy defign'd, | 
To bend the ſtubborn pride of perjur 'd France, 
Paſs by the vulgar names of fate and chance: 
Are all hypocriſy, a glaſs ſet forth _ 
To cheat by ſemblance of intrinſic worth. 
Tho' Athens ridiculd her pious ſage, 
Yet Socrates ſhall ſhine thro' ev'ry age: 
The little malice of inſulting foes, + 
Serv'd but his merit brighter to diſcloſe. 


a 


"Ru 
So flouriſh thou, nor mourn thy praiſes loſt, 
'Whilft the leaft ſpark of freedom ' Britons boaſt “. 
Or when leſs ſerious hours the muſe employ, 
And Amoret inſpires the ſong to joy . 


My words to ſofteſt melody are ſet, 

To ſing thy virtues, lovely Amoret. 

Not the fair theme of tender ; Hammond's lays, 
'Tho' grac'd with all the elegance of praiſe: 

Not Daſhwood's beauties in their envy'd flow'r, 
Shone with ſuch full pre-eminence of pow'r. - 
Waldegrave, whoſe air, whoſe majeſty and grace, 
Fame long has honord with the foremoft place; 
Could ſhe (too flatt ring vieory!) reſume 

What time has waſted of her former bloom, 


* Theſe lines are to be underſtood as pointing particularly to thoſe four glorious 
years of Mr. Pitts adminiſtration, when he reſcued us from a ſtate of deſpondency 
to the moſt flouriſhing and envied perfection of power. But it is not, whilſt this 

eat miniſter lives, that he muſt expect his full portion of praiſe. I ſhall there- 

ore take the liberty of recommending to him what Cicero, who knew more. of hu- 
man nature than any man, has ſaid on the ſubject. Servi igitur iis etiam judicibus 
« qui multis poſt ſeculis de te judicabunt; et quidem haud ſcio, an incorruptids 
& quam nos. Nam et ſine amore, et fine cupiditate: rurſus fine odio et fine invidia 
« judicabunt.“ | 


In 
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In all the roſeat pride of health and years, 

Not with thy majeſty and grace appears. 

Nor ſhe, the laviſh theme of ev'ry tongue, 

She on whole ſmiles admiring thouſands hung : 

Not Coventry, with all the charms combin'd, 

That fancy pictur d to her Maſon's mind. 

Fer could that ſenſe, and ſtrong expreſſion ſhow, 

Which the bright eyes of Amoret beſtow. 

Thus with a mind unſtain' d, a fancy free, 

Thoſe intervals, my friend, I give to thee; 

Which elſe perplex'd in folly's winding ſnare, 

Mock all our foreſight, and elude our care. 

But now, harmonious Poeſy! infuſe 

Thy choiceſt gifts into the feeble muſe : 

Breathe thro' her numbers all thy quick'ning fire, 

And raiſe the drooping genius of her lyre: 

For tho' tis pleaſing to diſſolve at woe, 

When virtue bids the manly ſorrows flow: 

Tho' we delight our grateful harps to raiſe, 

When Patriots from their country merit praiſe : 
C Far 
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Far ſweeter ſounds the gen' rous ear detain, 


When friendſhip pours her fond impaſſion'd ſtrain. 
Witneſs, ye ſacred ſeats, ye letter'd groves, 
Which Phœbus foſters, and Minerva loves: 

Ye ſolemn ſhades, where plaintive Cowley thought, 
And Gray's high ſoul fuch daring wonders wrought. 


Pierian walks ! where mem'ry ſtill returns, C 


And at paſt ſcenes with kindled rapture burns: 


Witneſs the golden hour when firſt we join d 


That lovelieſt intercourſe of mind to. mind. 


There, midſt the lib'ral and ingenuous few, 


Farly thy modeſt worth my praiſes drew: 


There, in the volumes of the learn'd and wife 


Science bad all her gay creation riſe :. 


Unfolding to thy curious, patient eye 


What the pert, ſhallow coxcomb paſſes by. - 


Go then, my Lælius, in this armour ſtrong, 


And brave the tempting Syren's treach rous ſong: 
Go! Britain bids thee, urge thy deſtin'd aim, 
And with a masly pride ſolicit fame: 
What 
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What * in vain would teach, or pedants know, 


The world, a nobler ſtudy, ſhall beſtow. 
O for one moment let me give the rein 

To ſport with fancy on Italia's plain 
In luxury of thought I traverſe oer 
Her fragrant mountains, and her fertile ſhore: | 
Unnumber d beauties'ey'ry ſenſe delight, 
Till nature ſhines'a Paradiſe to fight. 
Here did immortal Maro's lofty rhime 
Triumph o'er death, and mock the _ of time: : 
Here courtly Horace with unrivabd art, | 
Stole ſoft admiſſion to the yielding heart , 
Whilſt bolder Juvenal's indignant page 
Bar'd the foul deeds of a degen rate age: 
To proſp' rous vice no mean indulgence gave, 
Nor in the proud Patrician ſpard the knave. 

Nor ſhall the Bard to pale oblivion doom 
Thoſe better times of uncorrupted Rome: 
When in the cauſe of ſacred freedom bold 
Fabricius laugh'd at Pyrrhus and his gold: 


In 
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In arts and arms the great republick roſe, 

By friends ſtill envy'd and rever d by foes. 

Here patriot Brutus rais'd that noble flame, 

That reſcu'd Rome from fervitude and ſhame : 

Unſhaken gainſt the proud oppreſſor food, 
And ſatisfy d the chaſte Lucretia s blood. 

| View the ſame Brutus in the conſul-chair: : 

Mark his bold front, his fixt determin'd air: 

See the ſtern Lictors with their axes ſtand, 

Prepar'd to execute his dread command: 
See his own ſons in life's meridian bloom, 

f Cut off, a gen'rous ſacrifice to Rome, 

What tho' poſterity with-hold it's praiſe, 

Shock'd at the barb'rous boaſt of ancient days; 
The glorious patriot ſhall aſſert his claim, 

Adorn'd in Maro's verſe with-deathleſs fame 


* To the teſtimony of the Poet, let us alſo add that of the Hiſtorian : ** Quum inter 
“ omne tempus pater vultuſque, et os ejus ſpectaculo effent, eminente ani 


inter publicæ pœnæ miniſterium.” 
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1 
But where, Camillus, ſhall theſe numbers find 
The juſt reſemblance of thy godlike mindꝰ 
Exil'd from Rome by an ungrateful band, 
Crown'd with freſh. lawrels from thy conqu'ring hand 
Tho” the ſame paſſions might reſentment ſwell + 
That taught the haughty Marcius to rebel: 
Name but his country, place her good in view, 
No private wrongs the great Camillus knew. 
Inſtant he flies — the Gauls oppoſe in'vain,— 
Thouſands in undiſtinguiſh'd. heaps are ſlain: 
Eager they long diſpute the well-fought field, 
Till mighty Brennus is conſtrain d to yield ; 
And the weak Romans, who grew pale with fear 
And trembled when they thought the Gauls were near, 
Camillus to their ſhame compels to know — | 
Ev'n Gauls to Romans are a paltry fo. = 5 
Here in the vale of meek retirement bleſt, 
Scipio each ruder paſſion charm'd to reſt: 
The Muſes and Polybius form'd his youth g 
To ſober conſtancy, and ſpotleſs truth. 211114 30 dT 
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Let others the more ſplendid wreath prepare 

And grace the victor with the ſpoils of War; 

Point out the Hero in ambitious verſe, 

3 
Be mine, Humanity, thy praiſe to ſing, 
To paint thoſe joys that from compaſſion fpring : 

When the fair captive pleads her tender cauſe, | 

And innocence the tear from virtue draws, 

Here the ſtern Cato with intrepid zeal 

Stood forth, aſſertor of the publick weal: 

Pierc'd thro' the finer veil that Cæſar drew, 

And ſet conſpiracy in open view. 

If traitors to the ſtate can mercy claim, 
Then has indeed ſoft mercy loſt her name: 

« Juſtice is groſly mock'd, and death alone 

« For crimes of ſuch complexion can atone.” 

Then not a voice in Rome that bluſh'd to raiſe 

It's fondeſt tribute to their Cato's praiſe. 

But where, alas! is now thy former boaſt? 

Thy ſtoic fortitude in meanneſs loſt : 


Thy 


[5] 
Thy virtue but a bubble ſunk in air, 
Unfit adverſity's rough ſtorm to bear. 
Why ſhould I name Pharſalia's fatal day, 
When the bold ſpoiler ſeiz'd his deſtin'd prey ; 
| When liberty her rifled ſweets deplor'd, 
And tyranny in Julius was reſtor d? 
Why ſhould I name thoſe plains where Pompey fled: 
He, who ſo oft to fields of triumph led 
His fearlefs thouſands, whoſe unconquer d arms 
Filrd frighted Europe with ſuch dire alarms ; 
The hardier African's fierce ſpirit broke, 
And bent proud Afia to the Roman yoke ? a 
But o'er thy weakneſs let me draw the veil, 
Nor urge too far the melancholy tale : 
Grieving that Cato, through miſtaken pride, 
At Utica diſhonourably dy d“. 


But 


# I cannot help being of this opinion about the end of this Roman, tho? I believe 
look'd upon then, as an heroic elevation of ſentiment, and worthy of the greatneſs 
of a Roman ſoul, Horace ſays, * Catonis nobile lethum ;” and I ſuppoſe his was the 
eral language of the times. For my own part, I hope I have a proper reſpect for 
character of fo good a man as I am perſuaded Cato was: but that in this point 

| | 5 | he 


[6] 

But bear me, Fancy, to that bleſt retreat, 
Of wit, of learning, eloquence the ſeat, OO 4 
Delightful Tuſculum ! once favor'd ſpot, 
Where the great ſtateſman publick cares forgot : 1 \ 

ES PH Where 
he erred, and erred rather from pride, than the honeſt diſdain of conſcious virtue, 
that could not ſtoop to a thought of life with the loſs of liberty, I am under no difſfi - 
culty of determining. I place all to the account of the ſtoical doctrines, which, inſtead 

of exalting human nature, (to my apprehenſion) degrade it below its true dignity ; 
narrow the mind under the pretence of ennobling it, and, from I know not what ridi- 
culous affectation of ſcrupulous virtue, and an untractable ſeverity of manners, ſtifle 
every generous principle of humanity, and oppoſe the exerciſe of all thoſe endearing 
acts of ſociety that ſocial intercourſe recommends, and which are really (in the ſtile of 
a celebrated Female Writer) thoſe ſcveet cjvilities of life that contribute moſt to felicity. 


Cicero, in his oration for Murena, expoſes in a very fine ſpirited and maſterly raillery, 
the nonſenſicalneſs of the Stoical doctrines, and avails himſelf, like a compleat orator, 
even of the awful preſence of Cato, to ſhew, that in the man of reputed integrity, and 
the moſt undeviating rectitude of heart, an inflexible obſtinacy, a ſour, contracted 
gloomineſs of diſpoſition, and a want of indulgence to the infirmities of the reſt of 

mankind, are qualities that throw a ſhade over the brighteſt characters, and diminiſh 
the efficacy of example. The arts of accommodation are deteſtable, when they lead 
to meanneſs, or bend to the ſervility of wicked compliances : but when they are made 
uſe of only to conciliate the affections of men, and to render virtue more lovely, as ſhe 

is leſs forbidding, and eaſier to be approached, the arts of accommodation are then 
not only what the beſt political prudence would not heſitate of adopting, but what 

(I maintain it) the ſtricteſt moral obligation requires. And therefore it was upon the 
itrength of this idea that Cicero cloſes ſo juſtly in his addreſs to Cato, Non iſta 
« quidem erunt meliora, quæ nunc ſunt optima, ſed certe condita jucundids.” For want 
of a little pliableneſs in the commerce of the world, a perſon with the very beſt inten- 
tions may occaſion innumerable miſchiefs. This was evidently the caſe with reſpect to 
Cato in his political conduct; and in the other point of view in which I have particu- 
- larly conſidered him, he does not appear to me that example of magnanimity to which 
by a ſort of involuntary impulſe we affix an idea as often as the name of Cato is men- 
tioned. In ſhort, the root of all was the Stoical doctrines, which neither ſuffered him 


to ſacrifice, like a true Patriot, becomingly to the expediency of the times, 'or ſupported 
2 | ES 
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Where by divine Philoſophy inſpir'd | 5 1 3 
The ſaviour of imperial Rome retir d. 
How would it wound immortal Tully's breaſt | : 
To find his Porticos by Monks poſſeſt: | - © on 
The wretched haunt of Superſtition's train, | | 
Who dare our holieſt Myſteries prophane : 
Cloathing Religion with a garb and air | | | 
The ſons of Piety would bluſh to wear. „„ = 
Cloyfter'd inhabitants! exult ye now, be 4 
That all that once was Tully lies fo low: 
Smile o'er his ruins with malicious pride, 


Who ſpread that light ye impiouſly would * t 


him with real fortitude under the preſſure of adverſity. The authority of a very great | 
writer, Lord Bolingbroke, will ſhew at leaſt that I am not ſingular in my opimon— 1 
He ſpeaks to both points; to his total diſqualification as a Politician (which I believe 5 
nobody ever diſputed), and to the pitifulneſs of putting himſelf to death. 

Ihe ſafety of the commonwealth depended in that critical ie rent upon a 
coalition of parties, the Senatorian order and the Equeſtrian—Tul 7 had formed it, » 

Cato broke it.” 

Again, © But if this good (for I think be was not an able) Man erred] in the par- 

« ticular reſpects I have ventured to mention, he deſerved moſt certainly the glory he 
© has acquired, by the general tenor of his conduct, and by dedicating the whole la- 
© bour of his life to the ſervice of his country. He would have deſerved more, if he | 
© had perſiſted in maintaining the ſame cauſe to the end; and would have died, I | | 


cons ! 


« think, with a better grace at Munda than Utica,” Seinrr oF. PATRIOTISM. 
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From unaſſiſted Nature built his plan 
: And held the moral picture up to Man: 

Whilſt ye, beyond that Heathen's utmoſt reach 
- Enlighten'd, proſtitute the truths ye teach ; 
Repentance to deluded ſouls ye give, 
Uſurpers of high Heav'n's Prerogative | 


Here then we pauſe—whilft ſob'rer Truth diſplays, 


Not the bold pourtraiture of antient days : 
Not the brave Heroes, whoſe victorious Arms 


Spread thro the conquer'd world ſuch dire alarms : 


And ting'd the Afric ſands with Punic blood : 
But in their ſtead a mean, degen rate band, 
Unus d to toils, unbroken to command; 

By floth enervated, debauch'd by eaſe, 
Whom vig rous emulation ſcorns to pleaſe. 
© Loſt in ſoft blandiſhments, and melting airs, 
Muſic and love hy turns engroſs their cares: 
Women inſtructed juſt to ſing and play, 
And men, to Ciciſbe their time away. 
6 


Is 


[9] 
Is this the Roman ſap? Ye baſtard Race, 
Of Romulus ye ſhew no diſtant trace; 
More like the puny Monarchs of the Eaſt, | 
Sunk in lewd revelings, and midnight feaſt. 
Save that in Mem ry's bright ideal train 
No veſtiges of female worth remain: | 
So chang'd in ſentiment, in dreſs, in name, 
That now tis ſport to an Italian Dame: 
If, ſeiz d with nobleſt rapture at her worth, 
I call Cornelia's modeſt merit forth; 
Or venture to admire that prudiſh ſhe, 
That died deliberate for Chaſtity. 
What tho” the ſcenes poetic Fancy drew, | 
Breathe ftill alive, and glowing to the view: 
What tho the lovely landſchapes ſtill remain, 
Where Nature not a beauty boaſts in vain :. 
Where without art the fragrant Myrtles bloom, 
And Violets the ſcented air perſume: pl 


Where the gay Orange bears it's bluſhing pride, x 
And the rich Grape adorns the Mountain-fide : 


Where 


[0] 
Where golden WN crown the gen rous ſoil, 
And the luxurious Olive burſts with oil : 
Where Spring perpetual decks the ſmiling year, 
And the mild Heav'ns their ſofteſt colouring wear: 
Neer, Britain, ſhall thy happier ſons repine, 
Whilſt Peace, Content, and Liberty are thine, 

O that great Julius from his tomb could riſe, 
And, hither pointing his aſtoniſh'd eyes, 
|  Beholdtransferr'd to Britain's happier coaſt; ; 
That pow'r, the World's proud Miſtreſs once could boaſt 1 
That paltry Iſle, that once provok'd his ſcorn, 
Pent up by Ocean, chearleſs and forlorn ; 
That paltry Iſle, pre- eminent in fame, 
Bids diſtant Nations tremble at her name: 
Protected Science in her borders grows, 
And Arts are nurs d in elegant repoſe. 
Have ye not own'd this truth, illuftrious pair? 
Immortal Monteſquieu ! and fam'd Voltaire? 
Ye, who, amidft a light, unthinking race, 
© Blaze out the wonders of the age ye grace : 


Speak 


[ 2x ] 
Speak Britain's praiſe — to you ſhe dares appeal, 
Who think with clearneſs, and with candor feel. 
Warm'd are your pages with that ſacred fire, 
Our temper'd laws and government inſpire. 
No proud, preſumptuous Nobles dare invade 
Thoſe rights our Anceſtors have wiſely made ; 
No heated populace, tho' —— ſhould arm, 


Can of our union break the magic charm : 
Nor is that King in ſafety on his throne 

Who by deſpotic pow'r would rule alone. 
Hence are our bleſſings — hence thoſe envied ſtores : 
That Heav'n indulgent for her Britain pours ; | 
That cordial drop, whoſe mild and lenient art, 
Can comfort midſt corroding cares impart ; 
That to the Peaſant gives his grain ſecure, 

And tells the Cottager he is not poor. 

Buch is that Country — ſuch that happier clime, 
That claims the uſeful portion of thy time: 

Yet ſuffers thee oer Earth and Seas to roam, 


More to endear to thee thy native home. — | 
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